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LOOK OUT FOR 1T! 
Next week's JUDGE. A great number. A Flagg cover. 
Three cheers for the Red, White and Blue! 
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E D I 
Bluff 


HIS world is a queer place, but how 
much queerer it would be if things 
were different! Now certain analogies exist 
everywhere. The bulk of 
mankind does not take it- 
self too seriously, and 
everybody is bound to 
make allowance for the 
foibles of everybody else. 
Not in any ethical way; 
oh, no! But like that 
honor among thieves 
which we all admire so 
much, whether it ever 
obtains outside the theoretical or not. 

Most of us are keen on wanting to be 
credited with what we do not have. We 
wish to be known not for what we are, 
but for what we would like to be known 
for. The man whose income never 
reaches five thousand wants to be recog- 
nized as a billionaire, while often the 
multimillionaire is satisfied with a smaller 
financial reputation if it will go with 
the tax collector. The boy who stum- 
bled through college hopes he will be 
thought to be educated. Somebody who 
has visited Chicago once would be con- 
sidered a traveler. Those of us who 
had no important ancestors but Adam 
want to boast of Boston grandparents. 
We are absurdly sure that our forbears 
arrived by the Mayflower, and that all 
our male progenitors of the Revolution- 
ary period fought bravely for our inde- 
pendence. 

While we are cognizant that there is 
no vestige of truth in any of these pic- 
turesque propositions, that does not mat- 
ter to us. Fancy is that solace to which 
we feel ourselves clearly entitled. Hu- 
manly speaking, we much prefer to dis- 
cuss false premises every time and at all 
times. Thereby they become true. 








Tipping 

ET US not be daunted by the agitation 
against tipping. These misguided antis 
are trying to rob us of what little charitable 
impulse the organized charities have left 
us. The organized charities taught above 
all that we should discriminate between the 
deserving and the undeserving poor. To 
do that is absolutely impossible, and the 
beautiful thing about tipping is that most 
of us make no effort to discriminate. The 
minute a man tries to figure out his tips on 
a logical basis, he becomes an independent 
thinker, and as there is nothing the world 
hates so much as an independent thinker, 

that is about the end of him. 
Let us cherish our tipping privileges zeal- 
ously. It is one of the few oases in our 





Vacations 
| * paarsapeeners are those sporadic periods 
in your life when you use up the last 
ounce of strength in your body trying to 
rest yourself or when you toil to the utmost 
limits of your endurance in striving to 
amuse yourself. 

Vacations may be spent at resorts. Re- 
sorts would be places of pleasure if they 
were not the resorts of mosquitoes, heat, 
long-haired musicians, long-winded conver- 
sationalists, long-planning mothers, long- 
suffering fathers, short-feeling pocketbooks, 
obstreperously obsequious servants, million- 
aire soda-fountain clerks, silly, simpering, 
sentimental maids and the whole Grundy 
family. 

Vacation land may be defined simply as 

somewhere else. City people go to the 








A VERY YOUNG “READER” 


Here is the son of William Rider Rider, of the London Daily 


Mirror, perusing a copy of JUDGE on his first birthday. 


rigorous bookkeeping desert. Let us tip, 
brothers, tip with a lavish, splendid and 
undiscriminating grandiloquence. 


The man who can brush up only a few 
facts is the one who generally makes sweep- 
ing statements. 
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country for a vacation, and country people 
go to the city; those living inland go to 
the coast, and those who dwell by the sea 
goinland. They all desire to go some- 
whereelse. A vacation means going some- 
where else; it means a change, but it sel- 
dom means rest. A real vacation means 
not only a change of environment, but a 
change of the mode of living. It therefore 
follows that he who gets but little rest or- 
dinarily must not only go somewhere else, 
but must have rest if he would take a real 
vacation. It is likewise true that he who 
does nothing except rest must go to work 
to enjoy a bona-fide vacation. 


Brief Decisions 
AITH may move mountains, but a 
broom and a willing worker are much 

more efficient for ordinary dirt. 


If you would know how to properly raise 
children, ask some one who hasn’t any. 


Compliment a man, and he will either 
sing a song or make a speech, 
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The owner (demonstrating boat he wishes to sell)—Did you see that? Did you see how she went over? Graceful as a bird! 








HE GREAT specialist 

looked surprised and 

a slightly annoyed. 

vy = Evidently the man 
— 


i who had just been 
pe admitted was not a 
personage, aS were 
J most of those who 
f consulted him, but a 
mere person. His only greeting was a 
sharply questioning glance. 

‘‘Doc,’’ announced the intruder, the ab- 
breviation confirming the specialist’s sus- 
picions, ‘‘I suffer an awful lot from nerves.”’ 

‘*Nonsense!’’ snapped the specialist. The 
impudence of the lower classes! The idea 
of a member of the masses having nerves! 

‘*Straight stuff, doc,’’ insisted the per- 
son. ‘‘I suffer an awful lot from ’em.”’ 

“*You delude yourself,’’ replied the spe- 
cialist. ‘‘I cannot waste time on you. 
Plainly there is nothing the matter with 
you—physically.’’ He reached to press a 
button which would notify his waiting-room 
supervisor that another patient might be 
admitted. But the person’s hurried expla- 
nation arrested the action. . 















THE SINGING CURE 


By LEE SHIPPEY 





**Oh, no, nothing wrong with me, doc,’’ 
he agreed. ‘‘It’s my wife’s nerves I suffer 
from.’’ 

For the first time in his life the great 
specialist felt understanding, sympathy and 
brotherhood for a member of the lower 
classes. He extended his hand impulsively. 

“*We all do!’’ he exclaimed. ‘‘Tell me 
all about it. If I can help you, I will.’’ 

‘*Well, sir,’’ said the man, ‘‘it really 
ain’t her fault. She’s a good girl. But 
she’s got the blues all the time. She’s blue 
about everything. She’s blue because she 
has to do our housework, though Lord knows 
there’s little enough in our little flat. She’s 
blue when she has anything to do, because 
it’s so hard on her, and blue when she 
hasn’t anything to do, because it’s so mo- 
notonous. She has just enough to do to do 
her good, if she’d go at it light-hearted. 
But that’s just the trouble—she don’t go at 


anything light-hearted. So everything is 
tiresome and wears her out. She gets worn 
out resting. What she needs is something 
to make her light-hearted.’’ 

The specialist sat in frowning thought 
several minutes. Then inspiration illu- 
mined his face. 

*‘Is your wife musical?’’ he demanded. 

**Mighty few.’’ 

‘*Then we must make her musical.’’ 

‘Some job—but you’re the doctor.’’ 

The specialist took a small, narrow en- 
velope from a pocket. 

‘‘Here’s the first treatment, 
**Look at it.’’ 

The person opened the envelope and drew 
out two slips of cardboard. 

“Theater tickets!’’ he ejaculated. 

‘*T intended using them to-night, but find 
I cannot,’’ said the specialist. ‘‘*Tell your 
wife you found them on the street and take 
her to the show. It’s an exceptional mu- 
sical show—really good. The leading 
woman is beautiful, stylish and has a glo- 
rious voice. Remark to your wife, about 
the middle of the show, that that leading 
woman constantly makes you think of her, 
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he said, 











and you believe her singing voice would be much like that. I'll 
make you out a list of remarks like that, one to be given the pa- 
tient every twenty-four hours. The idea is this: No one who 
gets the singing habit can be habitually gloomy or fail to finda 
great deal of enjoyment in life. I don’t mean the piano-accom- 
panied singing habit, but the all-over-the-house singing habit. 
The negro who hums and sings constantly at his work is the hap- 
piest mortal alive, no matter what his station. Even sad songs 
cheer those who sing them, for singers pay more attention to their 
voices than to the words they sing, and if the voices sound good 
to them—which they always do—they are happy. Call to-morrow 
morning at ten for list of remarks and instruction. Good-after- 
noon.’’ 

When the person appeared at the specialist’s office next morn- 
ing, he was beaming. 

**First treatment took fine, doc,’’ he announced. ‘‘ What 
do I owe you?”’ 


**A complete report six months from to-day,’’ replied 
the specialist, handing him an envelope. ‘‘In the mean- 
time, don’t bother me.”’ 

7 * * 7 *. . * . 


In the great specialist’s mail six months later, poorly 
written but on expensive monogramed paper, was this note: 


: Dear doc—That singing cure you prescribed for my frau 
six months ago was a wonder. It worked so well it nearly 
| drove me balmy. I’d get home from a hard day’s work, and 
she’d sing at me till I was getting looney. I got so frazzled 
I took to the singing cure myself. It braced me right up, 
but lost me my job. Both wifey and I had the singing habit 
so bad then, though, that we couldn’t worry. We started 
cheerfully looking for something more congenial and got to 
doing turns between reels. We made good and are in regu- 
lar vaudeville now, hooking more coin than we ever saw 
before. God bless you, doc! Whenever you see Byrd & 
Byrd, the Human Canaries, on a showbill, just step in and 
call for ducats on us. We owe you a pair of show tickets, 
anyway. Yours for the presidency, B. & B. 


Egg View Notes 
TERRIFIC, unexpected windstorm visited Egg View 
early Tuesday afternoon, upsetting three buildings and 
several of Dow Ludlum’s plans. After it left for the north, 
a strange apple tree, found root-end up in the road near the 








grocery, was quickly claimed by Truman Bilge, who positively 
identified it by showing where he had carved his initials on it in 
two places, more than a year ago. 

Ambrose Crosslots says: ‘‘Old flames of the past ain’t always 
responsible fur a feller’s future bein’ a bright one. A poodle dog 
knows when his mistress has onions fur supper.’’ 

An agent met Ote Gimber Wednesday morning, looked Ote’s 
horse over and remarked that the latter needed a bridle without 
blinds, in order to appear better on the highway. Ote bought one, 
gave ita trial of several hours’ duration, and left it in Bill Waite’s 
grocery store Thursday noon, to be sold as soon as possible on a 
liberal commission basis. Ote liked the bridle first rate, but 
when he hitched his horse upin it and started off for Spring Ledge, 
he proceeded very slowly, as his horse devoted too much time look- 
ing back to see what Ote was doing. —Leslie Van Every. 





THE GILDED HEARTH 


Ethel—€Have you seen father, Harold? 
Harold—Why, yes. I ran across him at breakfast only the other day. 















































Appearing for the Old Horsehair Sofa 
By HOMER CROY 
E SEE that some scientist has come forward with the theory 
that the old horsehair sofa should be done away with, on 
the ground that it is unhygienic. 

We don’t care if it is—it gave us a lot of pleasure in our early 
days, and we shall defend it as long as it has a hair. 

It was a heavy contraption and should have been accompanied 
by a folding derrick. In the spring, when we got ready to clean 
the sitting-room, we would get the family together and call the 
hired hand to move the sofa. Then always, as we were struggling 
to get it through the door, one of us would jam our finger—and it 
usually fell to the lot of the graceful author of these lines. 

Along the wall was a greasy line, showing where our heads 
came to, and always some of the hair padding was working out. 
Its flow was never large, but dependable. When company came, 
it always tried itself, it livened up wonderfully when it heard a 
strange footstep on the porch, and by the time the visitor had got 
in the room, drifts had formed. 

When summer was beginning to have down on its upper lip, 
we would slip out into the orchard and fill ourself with Red Junes, 
believing that they wouldn’t hurt us if we ate salt with them; and 
that night, when we would be doubled up like the hook on a John 
Deere singletree, mother would tell us we might sleep on the old 
horsehair sofa, so that we could be near her. But a horsehair sofa 
was never meant to sleep on. It’s all a person can do to stick on 
its slick surface in his waking hours; when consciousness begins 
to go, it’s impossible. All of a sudden we would find ourself on 
the floor, with the center table around our neck. Patiently we 
would go back, close our eyes, and in a few moments find ourself 
trying to crawl out of the maze of a rocking chair. 

In its old age the sofa would get so bumpy that we could drop 
a cushion in it without missing it, but still mother wouldn’t con- 
sent to have it thrown away. So year after year it would stand in 


























** There she is, now, mother! ’’ 


the corner where it had rubbed the plastering off the wall. Mother 
would keep a blanket carefully spread over the top, but if you 
lifted up the blanket, you could see where Clara’s medicine had 
been spilled the time she came so near dying. But now, thank 
goodness! she’s big and the finest sister in the world. 

We don’t care if the old slippery sofa is unhygienic; we don’t 
care if it is the stamping ground of some of the most dangerous 
germs at large, it shall have a shelter in our home till its last hair 


is shed. 


No Accomplishment 


Knicker—College teaches a boy how to yell and kick. 
Bocker—A mule can do that and still have two legs left over. 
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ERANDSTAND 


By WALT MASON 


HE ORATOR talks of the higher things; the 

thoughts he hands us have golden wings— 

they shine like the orb of day. ‘‘He is a won- 

der!’’ the young men cry; but the old men say, 

with a weary sigh, ‘‘It’s naught but a grandstand 
play.’’ 

And that is the trouble with being old; your 
heart is calloused, your blood is cold, your faith 
in all things is dead. You've fallen oft for the 
green-goods tricks, you’ve bought so many gold- 
coated bricks, you think that all gold is lead. 

When I was young, I would sit and hear the 
golden speech of an orateer, and his words would 
never cloy; the thrills would travel along my 
spine, my eyes would sprinkle four kinds of brine, 
and my heart would swell with joy. And when 
he said he would bleed and die to keep our ban- 
ner a-floating high, I thought he was speaking 
true; my soul would yearn for the hero’s life, 
tor the battlefield and the blood 


kept me awake at night; the ringing 
challenge Pat Henry gave to royal ty- 
rant across the wave inflated me with 
delight. If Patrick Henry were speak- 
ing now, with virtue shining upon his 
brow, I'd listen to all he’d say, and 
then I’d whisper to some one near, 
**His words sound big in the patient ear, 
but they’re only a grandstand play!’’ 
Ah, that is the trouble with being 
old! You can’t believe that the gold 
is gold, you think that all things are 
clay; and still you sigh, with your 
latest breath—referring then to the 
bluff of death—‘‘It’s only a grandstand 


play !’’ 


My Friend 

HE WAS my friend. He understood 

All the vagaries of my mood. 
Say I was joyous, he was gay; 
If sad, he felt the selfsame way. 
He held, with trusty common sense, 
All that I told, in confidence. 
He died. And now I look around, 
But such a friend is seldom found. 
I miss his kindly presence, yet 
A dog like that is hard to get! 


—Eldredge Denison, 


Hens in Revolt 
**Must be a feminist propaganda go- 
ing on in the barnyard.’’ 
**What makes you think that?’’ 
**I notice the rooster is scratching 
for himself these days.’’ 


If it’s in style, anything looks like 
a hat to a woman. 
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and strife, and I’d want to per- 
ish, 1.90. 

It was yesterday when a 
speaker spoke of the cannon’s 
roar and the saber stroke, en- 
larged on the fiery fray; Bill 
Wax sat next, and I said to 
him, ‘‘He skoots his words with 
exceeding vim, but it’s only a 
grandstand play.’’ 

In the olden days when a 
statesman rose and taiked three 
hours through his Roman 10se 
concerning the people’s rig tts, 
I really thought that this able 
gent was saying things that he 
truly meant, was putting up 
earnest fights; his long orativas 
I learned by heart and reeled 
them off in the busy mart, az 
gems of the purest ray. But 
now reformers don’t cut muck 
grass; I hear their spielings 
an say, ‘‘Alas! It’s only a 
grandstand play!’’ 

The noble words of the he- 

















ro’s tongue, they thrilled my 
bosom when I was young and 


Girl—Goodness ! I wonder if I’ll ever look like that ? 




















MODERN MATERNAL CARE 


Florrie—Ain't ye comin’ to th’ dance to-night, Annie ? 


ITH much shuffling of feet and a sound 
like the murmur of many running 
waters, all Hicksville, including Jim Hicks, 
the mule trader, wear- 
ing upon his neck a 
collar three and three- 
eighths inches high 
and bearing upon his 
arm Miss Floretta 
Mayberry, aged thirty- 
nine, had filled the 
auditorium of the 
Hicksville High 
School. 

There were perfumed handkerchiefs, 
sighs, lisps, prattle; and there was expec- 
tation and hush. 

The Principal, perspiration of moist mid- 
June standing bead-like upon his forehead, 
called upon The Reverend Mr. Dovecote; 
and the Pastor’s opening prayer was deliv- 
ered in a voice as smooth as oil flowing 
through a sieve. 

The Hicksville male quartet sang. 

The audience recovered. 

Young Samuel Archibald Stearns, Com- 
mencement orator of the class of ’15, ad- 
vanced to the very edge of the platform, a 
deep line of anguish upon his lofty, shining 
brow and a look of desperate hopefulness 
upon his face; he gazed upon Hicksville, 








SAMUEL ARCHIBALD STEARNS 


By FRED LADD 


suppressed a spasm, and, with a masterful 
effort, thought of the first sentence of the 
Magnificent oration which he had written, 
opening with that remarkable allegorical 
and descriptive passage: al 

“‘Beneath the moon’s pale light, the 
lovely lawn lay like a lake of lucent glory.’’ 

His knees shook, he choked back a sob 
and began: 

‘*Beneath the pail’s moon light—huh— 
beneath the poon’s male light’’ 

He tried again: ‘‘ Beneath the loon’s pale 
might, the lakely lawn’’—— 

The audience stirred uneasily, and a cur- 
tain at the window flapped violently. Bill 
Stiggins, in the front row, hiccoughed; 
Flossie Pitman buried her face in her hand- 
kerchief. Samuel Archibald Stearns turned 
piteously to the Principal and met a stony 
gaze. 

**Beneath the lawn’s loon light, the 
pale—— 

‘Beneath the pale moon light, the lady 
lawn’’—— 

There was a deadly silence of an instant. 

**Oh, my Gosh!’’ said Jim Hicks. 

‘“‘Why don’t you say it?’’ hissed The 
Principal. 





Annie—No. I| wouldn't dare trust the baby with its mother. 


Terry McGue, the Blacksmith, knotted 
his powerful hands. A hysteric titter burst 
from Gertie Smith. 

Raising his arm in a gesture of fierce 
abandon, Samuel Archibald declared: 

‘‘Beneath the pool’s main light, the lovely 
lawn lay like a luke of’’ 

**Oh, Lord!’’ ejaculated The Principal. 

Half the audience were rocking convul- 
sively in their seats. An ill-suppressed 
scream came from Samuel Archibald’s sis- 
ter Mabel. His parents were dying. 

Compassion rested upon the assemblage. 

‘*Beneath the pale moon light,’’ sternly 
spake the orator in agonized accents, ‘‘the 
—the—the lawnly love’’—— 

The orator tottered; the Reverend Mr. 
Dovecote sprang forward and caught his 
crumpling form. Samuel Archibald 
straightened, then glared at the audience. 

The Principal rose. ‘‘The—er—intense 
heat has proven too much—er—our young 
friend is—er—not at his best’’—— 

Samuel cast away the Pastor’s supporting 
arm, brushed aside The Principal, bowed 
to the audience and defiantly hurled this at 
them: 

‘*Beneath the pale moon light, the lovely 
lawn lay like a lake of lucent glory!’’ 

Then he went on. 

Game Sport, that Boy! Could you do it? 
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FASHION’S VAGARIES 


The Elopement of Hebe 
(Played upon one string) 
HARMING Hebe Ruby Beebee 
Had a beau named Toby Rebo; 


In the little town of Lebo, 
Ruby. 
Answered Hebe, 
**Maybe, Toby.’’ 
In the town dwelt Abie 
wk Libby; Abie played 
<i e upon the oboe. 
~ > tsp. Toby Rebo played, the 
2 
Me ‘| wooing Hebe Beebee. 
AXLe!| “*Tobv, you hobo!’’ 
shouted Abie. Toby 
smashed young Abie’s oboe, 
Saying, ‘‘Me a hobo? Yea, bo!’’ Abe 
disabled Toby’s tuba. 
Toby soon dubbed Abe a booby. 
And eloped with Bobby Abbey, who became 
Miss Hebe’s hubby. 
LATER. 
She and Bobby have a baby. 
—C. L. Edson. 
Versus Might 
OU AND I freely admit that we cannot 
Our talent is not of the high grade 
that will win distinction. We are but a 
part of the great mediocre. We contribute 
what we have, and what we have resembles 
what most others have, so that our bounty 
is lost in the magnitude of the whole of the 
same kind. 


He proposed to Hebe 
Oa 
> - 
2. 
‘ tuba. Both were 
Just then, ‘‘ Bye-bye!’’ cried Miss Beebee 
offer the world much that is of value 
It may be that we paint pictures. Our 


to it. 





pictures carry no new message. They are 
like a thousand others. We write books, 
but all they contain has been better said 
before. We.reclaim the land from its for- 
est growth, but our success has nothing in 
it not already achieved. Our efforts in 
every direction may be excellent, may be 
worthy, but they are also naturally incum- 
bent, and the world has no time to note 
anything so usual, ordinary, commonplace. 

It is strange that we do not discover and 
rediscover the one field in which our aims 
may rise to distinction, positively soar, ul- 
timately to rest in high places, or, to be 
more explicit, with the best in the hearts of 
men. 

That which will welcomely invade the 
human heart no great intelligence is re- 
quired to decide. What is it that conveys 
to any and every heart the 
highest dynamic stimulus— 
nay, more—the highest per- 
manent potential? You and I 
know. Everybody knows. 
Only we fail to stop to think 
about it in this crass era. 
Alas! We forget the one truth 
of all the ages. The correla- 
tion of our power to dissemi- 
nate simple kindness and its 
ready application in every 
concrete instance is an agent 
more highly productive than 
all the philosophies, all the 
sciences, and all the arts that 
this world of ours has ever 
exploited ! 

—Tod Cheneviz, 


The Plain Truth 
‘ OU have had seven appropriations for 
that river,’’ complained the chair- 
man of the committee. ‘‘What does it 
drain, anyhow?’’ 
‘*The treasury,’’ answered Congressman 
Graball. 


You don’t need credit to borrow trouble. 
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EXCESS BAGGAGE 
An expensive trip under the new law. 
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PROSPECTIVE HONEYMOONERS 


By J. A. 


WALDRON 
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HEY were walking in the impressively artificial grounds of 
her father’s suburban estate. Money had dominated nature 
everywhere almost to the point of audible assertion. 

He was privileged to do as he liked on the premises, for they 
were betrothed. So he plucked roses for her—roses so magnificent 
that they also seemed artificial, though they gave of their perfume. 
And she cherished them daintily, because his love had impulsed 
him to pluck them for her. 

Equal in fortune, fit in age, with nothing on their minds but 
affection and honeymoon plans, happiness was theirs now, and why 
should it not be theirs indefinitely? 

“It’s disgraceful that we can’t go to Europe,’’ she remarked. 

‘*Perfectly rotten!’’ he replied. ‘‘You see now, dear, what a 
mistake you made in not consenting when I asked you nearly two 
years ago.’’ 

‘*But wasn’t it unreasonable in you to ask me to marry you my 
first season out? One wants to be free to follow one’s impulses at 
least a year before settling down. A girl is so ignorant—so crude 
—when she comes out. She has no social finish—no finesse. You 
wouldn’t care to marry a perfect ingenue, I’m sure!’’ 

‘“‘Oh! Ah! Perhaps not. But delay has caused other embar- 
rassments. Upset many plans.’’ 

**Don’t I know? I couldn’t get my trousseau in Paris. I’ve 


cried my eyes out over that disappointment. I’ve really lovely 
things ready, but they’re not imported. Madame du Vey—she 
claims to be French and to have designed most of the costumes 
that bore the mark of Raquin, of the Rue de la Paix, when she was 
with him—says my things are in every way superior to Raquin’s. 
Papa says their cost was outrageous! But you can imagine my 
humiliation when I shall have to bring them out to show to the 
girls whose trousseaux were really made in Paris!’’ 

‘*Oh, you'll get over that. Shall we discuss again where we 
are to spend the honeymoon?’’ 

‘We'll never agree about that, dear.’’ 

‘*You still decline to go yachting to the West Indies?’’ 

‘‘Decidedly. It’s absurd! We should die of heat.’’ 

‘*Nonsense! Take Porto Rico, for instance. The temperature 
there never varies from the seventies. We could have a fine time 
there.’’ 

‘With discomforts on every hand! 
in crudity.’’ 

‘*Well, let’s sail to the north, then. 
and all that.’’ 

‘*And be torpedoed by some warship on the way! 
want to go to the Pacific coast.’’ 

‘With a crowd of vulgar exposition seekers!’’ 


Those places are barbaric 
The land of Evangeline 


You know I 








‘*We could go on a private car. I want to see the West- 
ern wonders—the Yosemite, Glacier Park, the Grand 
Canyon and all the rest. And it’s going to be quite the 
fashion.’’ 

**It would take all summer to do those places on a private 
car. And while we might live tolerably on the car, carry- 
ing our own servants, we should have to rough it when 
sightseeing. It’s not like traveling in Switzerland or the 
Riviera, where one finds luxury on every hand.’’ 

**You still oppose me in this?”’ 

**Well, we can talk it over again. But, after all, why 
couldn’t we enjoy ourselves at home—or in other cities?”’ 

**What a plebeian idea!’’ 

‘‘Imogene! Is that just the thing to say to me?’’ 

‘Of course I didn’t mean that as you construe it, George, 
dear. But I should just hate a commonplace honeymoon! 

fe’ll talk later about it. There’s another thing. Is it 
necessary for you to give a bachelor dinner?’’ 

**Necessary? What would the fellows think if I didn’t?’’ 

‘But I don’t like the idea. Don’t you remember Reggie 
Spoonbill’s experience? He was ill for a month after his 
bachelor dinner. They must be terrible affairs!’’ 

**Nonsense! Reggie is a sissy.”’ 

**But if you give a bachelor dinner, why may I not set a 
new fashion and give a spinster’s dinner? I know a lot of 
girls who'd be just crazy to have a good time. And it 
would be quite distinctive.’”’ 

**Distinctive! It’s impossible! Think of the gossip— 
and the newspapers !"’ 

**Well,’’ said she, putting up her lips for a kiss, ‘‘ maybe 
you'll omit the bachelor dinner. We've talked enough 
about serious things to-day. And you know we must nol 
quarrel !”’ 


Judgments 


O MAN should let the alimony stand between a woman 
and her happiness. 

A friend in need is a friend in hiding. 

Be not weary in well doing. Automobiles do their best 
work when thoroughly tired. 

The sincere civil-service reformer is the department clerk 
who holds over from the last administration. 

**Monkeys in the zoo object to being finger-printed.’’ 
Humiliating but conclusively supporting the Darwinian 
theory. 

Statesmen may go as far as they like in cutting out 


4 


—_ 
Y 


Ny 


Coarcee “, (Gee 


public expenditures in which the other fellow is interested. If they take 
us for the other fellow, they may be long on rectitude, but they’!l be short 


on votes. 





—Albert EF. Hoyt. 


THE PROPER WAY 


Sanders—She has a new bathing suit, eh? 


Ariadne—No. 


She wants to show it on 


I suppose she wants to show it off ? 
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OVERLOADED—WHY HIS SHIP NEVER CAME IN 


To a Flirt 

H! YOU are pretty, 
and how well you 
know it! That de- 
murely shy glance 
my way—how meas- 
ured its efficiency! 
It brought me to your 
feet. It has forced 

to part with what little sense ever I 

possessed. You keep me at your feet, 

knowing, no doubt, that I crave the attitude. 
But why should you suppose me content 

Why should you 





me 


never to rise to your side? 
suspect me as impoverished of all personal 
feeling in my own right, the normal ego? 
Must a slave be content to obliterate his 
innate springs of separate existence? Shall 
he resign to another his life— choose a 
master whose casual observation is mere 
disdain? 

There is, albeit, sweetness in sacrifice, a 
blessing from devotion to the ideal, peace 
glowing within a deep consciousness. But, 
tell me, shall one taste sweetness or bless- 
ing or peace when his homage is coldly for- 
gotten ere acceptance is possible? Shall 
one rejoice in the laughter of derision, re- 
pulse? Shall the warm, glancing eye se- 
cure adoration while it presently survey 
other opportunities, leaving lightly all 
earlier calculations ? 


Why should the rejected one continue to 
admire that by which he has been tossed 
aside? Let the heart answer. Let the 
mind analyze and divulge. Let the whole 
inner spirit revolt at the paradox, but it 
will also swear that what a man hates he 
also loves; that what he would 


The Happy Apothecary 
How glad should be that druggist one, 
Whose spigot makes the sody come! 
He buys his nostrums by the ton 
And sells them by the modicum. 
-—Strickland Gillilan. 





banish he longs to possess with 
his eye, his heart, his soul! 
Or, rather, is it only with what 
he mistakenly believes to be his 
heart and his soul? —T.C. 
Her Desire 
Said Mrs. Hippopotamus, 
**Oh, I'll be happy when 
The fashions growmore sensible 
And hips come back again!’’ 


Taking the Census 
Enumeratoi—How many 
hands do you use in your 
business? 
Victim—Both of them—and 
my feet, too, for that matter. 





Business Advice 
‘“‘Every employer wants a 
square peg, my boy.”’ 
**Yes, dad.’’ 
‘‘In other words, there is no 
place for the rounder.’’ 
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GENUINE 


Woman—What is your very best butter ? 
Grocer—Our very best, ma’am, is butter. 





BEAUTY AND THE BEAST 








Lazytown Local News 


— postmaster has declared next Mon- 
day a national holiday, he having set 
aside that date to plant his garden. 


Since there is an old tradition in some 
parts of the country that all jaybirds go to 
hades on Friday of each week, Sile Kildew 
will turn his pet jaybird loose next Friday 
and follow him, at least part of the way. 


The editor of the Tickville Tidings stated 
editorially in his last issue that there will 
be no ‘‘ Voice of the People’’ column in his 
paper for the next few issues, the well- 
known author, ‘‘Vox Populi,’’ having be- 
come too hoarse to write. 


A lady friend from the Calf Ribs neigh- 
borhood is expected here this week, to be 
the guest of Miss Flutie Belcher. She will 
wear her best clothes and fix up her hair 
right tight, and expects to make quite a 
favorable impression during her stay in this 
vicinity. 

Sidney Hocks has made a scientific dis- 
covery that is a mystery. He stated at the 
Wild Onion school entertainment the other 
night that he did not know whether anybody 
else had noticed it or not, but said he had 
observed that while the world was round 
like a ball, all the geographies and maps 
are made flat. 


Tobe Moseley, while taking a drink of 
water at the cistern Friday morning, gave 
it as his opinion that the money system 
should be arranged so that the poor man 
would have a better showing. He would 
suggest that all money in the United States 
be converted into small change and then 
put into circulation. Then most of it would 
fall into the hands of the poor man, small 
change being all that he is able to get. 


—George Bingham, 


Striking an Average 


‘“ HEN it comes to the point where a 

body of so-called intelligent men 
are compelled to take their pens in hand 
and figure for seven hours, in order to find 
out just how much a no-account old geezer, 
who hasn’t a dollar in the world, should pay 
for his failure to marry a cross-eyed widow 
with seven kids, my idea of an American 
citizen’s duty in the juryroom suffers a list 
to starboard that is something fierce,’’ re- 
marked Jasper Knox, the sage of Piketown- 
on-the-Blink. ‘‘It has always been my con- 
tention that the average cross-eyed widow’s 
affections that have been lost, strayed or 
stolen, generally increase in value at about 
the same ratio as the price the owner places 
upon the carcass of a mooley heifer, after 
the defendant railway company’s locomo- 
tive has obliterated her young and unevent- 
fil career, simply because she got the fool 
notion in her noddle that her constitutional 
tights were being invaded when the durned 
old train refused to leave the track and get 
out of her way.’’ 
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ET a woman be sure her 
preserves will turn out 
well—and she looks forward 
with eager anticipation to the 
preserving season. 


Once you use part Karo 
(Crystal White) in your pre- 


serving syrup instead of all 


sugar, you begin to gain a con- 
fidence in results you never felt 
before. 


For strawberries, the sum- 
mer fruits, peaches and pears— 
the syrup made with Karo 
(Crystal White) blends per- 
fectly with the fruit and brings 
out the natural flavor. 





Such a syrup keeps jams 
and jellies smooth and prevents 
sugaring and crystallizing. 


Ask your grocer for a Karo 
Preserving Book—or drop us a 
post card with your name and 
address, and we will mail you 


a copy, free. 


Tell him to send you a can 
of Karo Syrup (Crystal W hite), 
follow the proportions and di- 
rections as given in the Karo 
Preserving Book and see why 
more than a million American 
woman are using Karo (Crystal 
White) in all their preserving, 
season after season. 


Write for your FREE copy of Karo Preserving Book to 


CORN PRODUCTS REFINING CO. 


Dept. U 


NEW YORK 


P. O. Box 161 



















Club 


Served by men whose hospitality is of 
national repute on every occasion 
that demands a real cocktail. 


Because no hand-mixed drink could pos- 

sibly approach the smoothness, mellow- 

ness and fragrance of these perfectly 

blended, aged in the wood cocktails, 
All popular kinds — at your dealers 


G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO. 
Hartford New York London 
Importers of the famous Brand's A-1 Sauce 








0 4: master- 
oe piece of Watch 
manufacture—adjusted to 
the second, positions, tem- 
perature and isochronism, Encased 
at the factory into your choice of 
the exquisite new watch cases, 


19 Jewel 


Burlington 


The great Burlington Watch sent on 
Pay at the rate of $2.50 a month, You get the 


All sizes for both 
men and women, 
simple request. 

watch at the same price even the wholesale jeweler — pay. 
Write Today for Free Watch Book 


of all the newest designs in watches that you have to . Your 
name and 


yotor Inn strat me 
t this ches : while ie laste. 
A-24 


address on a postcard ie enough. 


W 19th St. & 


Cocktails 











SEXOLOGY 


by William H. Walling, A.M., M.D. 
imparts in a clear wholesome 
way, in one volume: 

Knowledge a Young Man Should Have. 
Knowledge a Young Husband Should Have. 
Kaowledge a Father Should Have. 





Medical Knowledge a Husband Should Nave. 
Kaowledge a Young Woman Should Have. 
haowledge a Young Wife Should Nave. 
Knowledge a Mother Should Have. 


J 





I le one volume, : 
; Stineeres - haowledge a Mother Should Impart to Her Daughter, 
$2.00 postpaid, Medical Knowledge a Wife Should Have. 

W rite Other People's Opinions” and Table of Contents, 


PURITAN PUB. CO., 792 Perry Building, PHILA., PA. 


——- a Father Should impart to His Son, 
n 








Bath house 


swinging door 


pictures for 
ners !"’ 
accepted, 


37 Columbus Ave., 


“BATH HOUSE 23” “KEEP OUT” 
OUR LATEST NOVELTY. 

in wood veneer with 
ind brass fastener: 
size 5 x 8 inches; with the door open] 
» beautiful, hand colored, 


you =. 

picture of an Ostend bathing girt. 
Comes boxed, prepaid, for 2Se 
to introduce our new catalog of 


“all wine 
Stamps | 


The Den, 
Catalog alone ldc, 


CELEBRITY ART CO., 
Boston, Mass. 
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JUDGE'S BETWEEN COVERS 


By ROBERT MOUNTSIER 


Passing Sentences 

— MAN WHO FORGOT,”’’ by James 

Hay, Jr. Into a refuge for down- 
and-outs enters a man who has forgotten 
his name. He is not trying to remember 
it; all his efforts are directed toward get- 
ting away from the furies of hell who have 
been at his heels for a thousand years—in 
other words, he is suffering from d. t’s. 
The swish of a woman's gown brings ‘‘ John 
Smith’’ She is all love- 
liness and fragrance and graciousness—a 
striking contrast to the man who collapses 
at her feet, whispering, ‘‘ Very white ashes 
-ashes of dead souls— ashes of 
—poor dead souls!’’ ‘‘Five years go over,’’ 
to quote the next words that strike the 
reader’s eyes, and, lo! we find Senator Mal- 
lon saying to his daughter, ‘*This fellow 
Smith! I don’t like him!’’ ‘*But I do,’’ 
replies his daughter. And there you have 
it in a nutshell, but to crack the nut and 
see if it’s a good one: Yes, Miss Mallon 
has recognized in Smith, the famous tem- 
perance worker, a face she saw five years 
before. Why shouldn't she like him? Mr. 
Smith dances divinely, talks beautifully of 
matters that interest her and is working 
heart and soul for a great cause. Washing- 
ton society accepts Mr. Smith, but some 
people persist in asking, not ‘*Who is John 
Smith?’’ but ‘‘What was John Smith?’’ 
Nobody wishes more to have an answer to 
the question than does John Smith himself. 
Anyway, Smith is in Washington to compel 
Congress to amend the Constitution so that 
the United States can cast forth liquor and 
patent medicines from Maine to California, 
from Florida to Washington, D. C. and 
State. Naturally you ask how Smith is 
going to force Congress to amend the Con- 
stitution. He will do it by the use of the 
following: his electric mind; his ability to 
strip a situation of all extraneous and in- 
consequential facts, so that he 
stark-naked figure; the aid of a newspaper 
editor; a sorrel horse prancing delicately 
at the head of a procession of tens upon tens 
of thousands of people marching through 
the streets of Washington and praying be- 
fore Congress; and the love of a beautiful 
woman. And John Smith, the man who 
forgot and who finally remembers, actually 
brings about nation-wide prohibition in 
this book. The author is an idealist who 
writes as spirits move with the result 
that his novel is a temperance 
tract that congressmen and their constitu- 
tents might well read the day before every 


to consciousness. 


on his shoes 


him, 
readable 


election. 


éé4 JICTORY,”’ by Joseph Conrad. Astoiy 

that develops into one of love and 
death, with a Conrad atmosphere envelop- 
ing a company of remarkable characters 
brought together on a bit of land entirely 
With me, ‘‘ Victory 
along with lemons, 
me on a disastrous 


surrounded by water. 
passed a supreme test; 
it served to comfort 
ocean trip. 
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In his funniest moments, 
man in the world” 


The Most Serious 
Man in the World 

















HE gospel truth! On and off stage, 
“Charlie” is a very grave gentleman. 


“the funniest 
takes himself 


seriously—all his slapstick tricks are 
solemn matters with him. 


That is one of the secrets of his 


success. 


Chaplin, trying to be funny, 


would never get a laugh, but Chaplin be- 


‘ing 


his 


gives you the 


just himself—going sedately about 
work — is naturally a “scream.” 


Film Fun 


Film Frew 








“inside” story of Chaplin's methods, 


his personality, his rise to fame, etc. 


Mack Sennatt, who “discovered” Chaplin, Roscoe 
Arbuckle, Mabel Normand, Ford Sterling, Sidney 


Dre 


com 


Pict 


mak 


cheerful, 


com 


Thirty-six pages, 


full 


w, Lloyd V. Hamilton and many of the other 
edy stars of the screen also appear in Film Fun. 


ures galore, of personalities and scenes from 


| the best comedies of the month, funny incidents of 


} 
studi 


io life—scenarios of the newest rib- ticklers— 
e up the balance of twenty-four pages of the 
human-interest side of the phytoplay 
edy. 

each of which in itself is a 
measured dime’s worth of entertainment, an 


‘taken together, will add to your enjoyment of the 


screen's humor many fold. 
Published monthly. On the newsstands the ae of 


| July. Ten cents a copy, or by subscription, $1.00 
a year, or 25c for three months. 


225 


FILM FUN 


New YORK 


Fifth Avenue 
Published by Leslie- Judge Company 
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Yarns of the Ballplayers 


By ED A. GUEWEY 





Jake Daubert, Brooklyn Nationals 


HERE probably is no more likeable fel- 
low wearing the spangles in the big 
show to-day than Jake Daubert, the hus- 
tling and hard-hitting first sacker of the 
Brooklyn Dodgers. While Jake is all ear- 
nestness on the diamond, he likes a bit of 
fun after the day’s work and enjoys hear- 
ing or telling a funny story. Here is one 
of his yarns: ‘‘A few years ago, at the 
time Hans Wagner was hitting ’em a mile 
aminute, we had a rather nifty youngster 
with us, who was trying to get the regular 
job at short. He was just from the tall 
grass and not familiar with the strong 
pints and peculiarities of many of the 
National League stars. When we worked in 
our first game against the Pirates, I saw this 
rookie was playing very deep for Wagner. 

“*Get in there!’ I shouted. ‘This fellow 
will bunt on you.’ 

“The youth moved in toward third just 
, 2s Hans caught an outcurve and hooked the 
ball toward the shortstop. It was going 
like a bullet, and as the player stuck out 
his hands, it struck his fingers and bounced 
of into the field. The pellet almost 
smashed the fellow’s digits, his hand began 
welling, and he had a sore-looking mitt 
when he started for the bench. 
| “*Call that a bunt?’ he asked, as we 
jwre leaving the field. I made no reply, 
| I realized how his hand was paining him. 

“In the fifth inning Wagner was at bat 
wain, and as I looked toward short, the 
by was playing deeper than ever. Making 
ibluff that I wanted to consult with the 
jitther, I walked to the center of the dia- 
mond, giving the busher a sign to come in. 
Ashe approached, I said, ‘Come on and do 
81 tell you. Play in close, or he’ll out- 
|miess you and bunt.’ 

Is he going to bunt again?’ he asked. 

| “‘Sure, he’ll bunt,’ I replied. 

“Then it’s me for the fence,’ said the 
jungster, and throughout that game he 
\Msitively refused to play close up when 
ite big German went to bat.’’ 
| lake is credited with making one of the 
“ortest baseball speeches on record. One 
’afriend coaxed him to attend a busi- 
%8 men’s banquet, and without asking 
emission, the toastmaster arose and an- 
‘unced that those present would be pleased 
Shar a baseball address by the slugging 
higer. Daubert stood up, looking wildly 
‘out, and fairly gasped, ‘‘ My baseball ad- 
8 is Ebbets Field, Brooklyn. Good- 
%.” He then left the room on the run. 


Sled Oranges with a dash of Abbott's Bitt are 
Peete and healthful Sample of b itters by mai 
“in stamps. C.We Abbott & Co. Baltimore Md. (Apv.) 
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1,000 ISLAND HOUSE 


Alexandria Bay, Jefferson County, New York 


In the Heart of the Thousand Islands In the most enchanting spot in all America, where nature’s 


charms are rarest, all the delights cf modern civilization are 
added in the 1,000 Island House. No hotel of the Metropolis provides greater living facilities or such luxurious com- 
fort—real HOME comfort—as does this palatial Summer retreat. An amusement for every hour, or quiet, complete 
rest, is the choice of every guest. All Drinking Water Used in the House is Filtered. 


Send two 2-cent stamps for Iliustrated Booklet. 


Oo. G. STAPLES, Proprietor WILLIAM WARBURTON, Mer. 
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No. 3—BOTTLING 


Automatically bottled 

in Scotiand in brand 

new sterilized bottles 

blown in their own 

Glass Factories. Every 

detail in the prepar- 
ation of 


BLACK & WHITE 


Scotch Whisky 








is scrupulously performed 
by the Distillers 


SHAW) 


The Highest Standard 
of Quality 














Four 
Great 
Pictures 


Taken by Storm 
An Enveloping Movement 
By James Montgomery Flagg 


Steady Work 
By Enoch Bolles 


To Be Continued 
By Ek. A, Furman 


$1.00 


These splendid pictures, among the most popular of recnnt 
Judge covers, are in full color—9 x 12—double mounted on 
a heavy white mat—11 x 14—ready for framing. All four 
will be sent on receipt of $1.00. Address 


Leslie-Judge Co., 225 Fifth Avenue, New York 














THE MODERN WOMAN 


Curbside Comments 
By OREOLA W. HASKELL 


The Woman Asks 
ITH urgent voice, impassioned pen, 
Ye loudly laud the mother of men; 
But brooding o’er my son’s deep needs, 
I weigh not fulsome words, but deeds; 
And looking o’er a world man-made, 
Of your fell ways I am afraid. 
With sordid greed and soulless strife, 
Ye war upon the child’s young life; 
The God-given fruits of tree and field, 
Through you pollution to him yield. 
Ye steal his strength, his rose-flushed grace; 
With tainted foods ye sap the race. 
Nor that alone; for Trade’s slight pay, 
Ye snatch his years of golden play, 
And let temptation oft assail, 
From innocence to lift the veil. 
Shall I, through suffering, toil and care, 
Rear one who shall such impress bear? 
In peace, a toiler sad of mien, 
A mindless cog in a great machine; 
In war, a victim of the lust 
That beats men down to bloody dust? 
Think ye my task I shall not shirk, 
If thus ye thwart and spoil my work? 


Some Ladies 
ECENTLY a national convention of the Ladies of the Maccabees of 
the World was held at the Waldorf-Astoria, and a startled public 

learned that the one hundred delegates present represented forty-two 
States and 187,000 women. That so large a number of females have 
been able to hang together 
for twenty-three years 
without being rent asunder 
by gossip, jealousy or gen- 
eral idiocy was surpris- 
ing enough; but when it 
was announced modestly 
that they possess a reserve 
fund in their treasury of 
$8,000,000, there was 
much of the eye-popping 
and open-mouthing of stu- 
pendous astonishment. 
Sometimes it looks as A JOB FOR THE NATION’S SPENDER 
though a book written on 
women’s organizations would grind into a pallid pulp all the cherished 
century-old ideas of their inferiority, so it is a great blessing this vol- 
ume yet remains to be indited. 





Swiping His Job 

GAIN has woman stolen man’s work from him. On Earners’ 
Day, celebrated recently by all the suffragists in New York State 
by each worker contributing to the cause money she had to earn, 4 
woman up-State got her donation by cleaning out a barn. This is 
man’s time-honored chore, but as yet there has been no outcry over the 
theft. Perhaps the dirtiness of the task had a mite to do with the heavy 
silence, for if it had been clean, highly remunerative work, it is to be 
feared that that dear old song, ‘‘Woman’s Sphere,’’ would have been 

given with sobbing variations by the Conservatives’ Choir. 


Suffrage Snapshots 
By IDA HUSTED HARPER 
HE English government has just given another instance of its 
respect for the United States. When Jane Addams asked for am 
interview with Premier Asquith, instead of calling for the police, he 
granted it! 


Sixty women lawyers of Chicago have offered their services tothe | 


Municipal Court to defend women arrested. Isn’t it about time to 
revise the old saying that women do not stand by their own sex? 
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Passing the Mustard 


Retired 
He used to be a business man 
And had a whopping trade; 
From dawn to dark he used to plan, 
And quite a wad he made. 
But now he lives a life of ease, 
By no ambition fired, 
And in the business circles he’s 
Declaréd to have ‘‘retired.’’ 


It seems depression came; the skies 
Of business all were dull. 

He thought that he’d economize, 
Because there was a lull. 

He stopped his advertising—so 
In memory he grew dim. 

He didn’t retire from business—no, 
The business retired from him. 

—Douglas Malloch, in American Lumberman. 


The Molecule with Brains—‘‘ The land,’’ 
screamed the orator, ‘‘the land from which 
is produced the food of the people should 
belong to the people. There is no food 
used by the people that does not depend 
upon the land, and therefore’’ 

‘How about fish?’’ rudely interrupted a 
molecule with brains in the back of the 
hall.—Kansas City Star. 





The Cause—Old lady (having run upon a 
street fight)—-Dear, dear! Can you tell me 
what’s going on up there, my man? 

Non-combatant—Ho, nuffink, mum, only 
the bloke wot works the steam roller wants 
us coves to call ’im a chauffeur.—Passing 
Show. 


Mother’s Advice—Mother—Johnny, stop 
using such dreadful language! 

Johnny—Well, mother, Shakespeare uses 
it. 

Mother—Then don’t play with him; he’s 
no fit companion for you.—London Tit-Bits. 


Theoretical—‘‘ Don’t you think every girl 
ought to be able to cook?’’ 

“I think every girl ought to be able to 
talk intelligently on the subject, anyhow,”’ 
said the society lady addressed.— Louisville 
Courier-Journal. 


What He Had To Say—‘‘Prisoner, have 
you anything to say?’’ 

“Only this, your honor. I’d be mighty 
sorry if th’ young lawyer you assigned to 
me was ever called upon to defend an inno- 
cent man.’’—Cleveland Plain Dealer. 


Still Unidentified — Coroner — We found 
nothing in the man’s pockets, ma’am, ex- 
cept three buttons, one handkerchief and a 
receipted bill. 

Sobbing inquirer—A receipted bill! Then 
‘tain’t my husband.—Tit-Bits. 


An Appetite Satisfied—‘‘Mummy, can I 
have that pear that was on the dining-room 
sideboard this morning? ’Cos’’ 

““Because what?’’ 

“Cos I’ve eaten it !’’—Punch. 





Not Needed—‘‘Can’t I sell you one of our 
handsome lounging coats?’’ asked the clerk. 

“No use,’’ replied the man, looking 
around; ‘‘my wife won’t let me lounge 
around the house.’’— Yonkers Statesman. 


Pacifying Her—‘‘What are you so furi- 
ous about, wife?’’ 
Mrs. Smith just called me an old cat!’’ 
Why, you’re not old !’’—Farm Lif. 


Made since 1861 from7 kinds of 
tobaccos, from 7 different parts of 
the world—the best of each kind. 
1/4 ase new airtight 

xport Package 


50c 


Smaller sizes, 15c and 25c 
8 and 16 oz. tins, $1.00 and $2.00 
You'll never know how good 
tobacco can be made until you 
smoke Arcadia. 


If your dealer cannot supply you, write to us at once 











PRESERVE YOUR COPIES OF JUDGE 


in a handsome binder which we offer for $1.50, express eharges collect. This binder will 
last for years, as it is heavily reinforced and it is so arranged that issues can be inserted 


as they are received. 


Sectional posts allow for expansion. A bound file of JUDGE 


is very appropriate for your library table and a source of pleasure at all times. Address 


JUDGE 


225 Fifth Avenue 
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128 Pages Showing Why 
More Law Trained Men 
Are Wanted 


Law trained men are now picked for most positions of respon- 
sibility. No use doubting it! It’s a fact. Learn why. ou, 
yourself; can increase your earning power in your own or any 
costnens by becoming law-trained. Modern conditions demand 
it investigate by sending for this free book. It also shows you 
how men who are unable to leave their hume or business can be- 
come law-trained by a new and improved method. endursed by 
U. 8. Senators and Kepresentatives, and by leading judges and 
lawyers all over the country. Ask your lawyer why both Bench 
and Bar have united in support of the 


Modern American Law Course and Service of 


BLACKSTONE INSTITUTE 


For the first time you can secure a thoroughly complete and 
satisfactory reading course in Law prepared especially for home 
study by sixty eminent judges and avthorities, among whom 
are the following : - 

Chief Justice John BKB. Winslow, LL. D., Sup. Court, Wis. 

Hon. Geo._C. Holt, LL. D., ex-Judge U. 8. Dis. Court, N. ¥. 

Hon. Paul 8. Reinsch, Ph. D.. LL.B, U. S. Minister to Chins. 
ze A. L. Sanborn, U. S. Dis. Court. Western Di«., Wis. 

Dean O A. Harker, College of Law University of Il. 

Dean H. H. Ingersoll, College of Law, University of Tenn. 

A few hours reading of this Course and Service in spare time’ 

each werk. will show results at once, and will equip you to 

the bar examinations and become a lawyer, or to become a 
Eater in business or politica. The Course and Service is clearly 
written, in plain, simple language and easy to understand. Pre- 
liminary education is not necessary. Practical, yet reads like 
an interesting story. Write at once for free book and learn of 
the exceptionally favorable coffer now being made to ambitious 
men. No obligation. 


BLACKSTONE 
INSTITUTE 


20 W. Jackson Bivd., 136A, Chicago, Ill. 




















Instant Bunion Relief 
Prove /t Af (Ty Expense 


Don't send me one cent—just let me 
it to you as I have done for 67,582 others in the 
last six months. I claim to have the most succecs- 
ful remedy for bunions ever made and I want you 
to let me send you a treatment Free, entirely at 
my expense. I don’t care how many so- 
cures, or shields, or pads you ever tried without 
success— 1 don’t care how disgusted you are with 
them all—you have not tried my remedy and I 
have such absolute confidence in it that I am go- 
nase send you a treatment absolutely 
FREE. It is a wonderful yet simple home remedy 
which relieves you almost instantly of the pain; it 
removes the cause of the bunion and thus agly 
deformity disappears—all this while you are wear- 
ing tighter shoes than ever. Just send your name 
dd treat t will be sent you 


promptly in ws sealed en 
FOOT REMEDY CO. 
3612 West 26th Street, Chicago, It 
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HOTEL PURITAN 


COMMONWEALTH AVE... BOSTON. near 
Massachusetts Ave. car lines and sabway station 


; The 
Distinctive Boston Mouse 
Some globe trotters have said that the Puritan ts one of 
the most attractive and homelike hotels in the world. 
Singte rooms from #2. Combined sitting-room, bed- 
room and bathroom from $4. Self contained suites. 


iM Your inquiries gladly answered and booklet mailed Lil 
ee EK. P. CosTELLo, Manager 
v i 



















Makes you 
hale and hearty 
Bunker Hill Breweries, Boston 


Established 1821 
Send for Booklet 


PARK & TILFORD 


New York Distributors 





Man 


WANTED—AN IDEA! WHO CAN THINK OF SOME. 


simple thing to patent? Protect your ideas, they may bring 
you wealth. Write for “ Needed Inventions” and “ How to 
Get Your Patent and Your Money.” Randolph & Co., 
Patent Attorneys Dept. 129. Washington. D. C. 





With the College Wits 


The Changing Panorama of Life 
BEFORE MARRIAGE 
She—Jack, you are the sweetest man! 
Oh, how I love you! 
Jack (pinching her cheek )—How much? 
AFTER MARRIAGE 
She—Jack, you are the sweetest thing! 
Oh, how I love you! 
Jack (reaching toward his vest pocket)— 
How much?—Michigan Gargoyle. 





In olden times, when swains would ride 
With the ‘‘one girl in a million,’’ 
The thing to do was to bestride 
A horse with saddle and pillion. 





But now, when gay Lothario 
Rides with the ladies, you will find 
By motor cycle he will go— 
He on in front, and she behind. 
— Yale Record. 


Not Original Enough—Boggs—Why did 
you throw up your job in that stock broker’s 
office? 

Foggs—Oh, it wasn’t original enough for 
me. 

Boggs—Whaddye mean, ‘‘original’’? 

Foggs—Well, I was always dealing with 
quotations.—Penn State Froth. 


Quite in Season— Elle (plaintively }—Why 
do you keep after me so much? 

Ii (fiercely )}—What’s your name? 

Elle (weakly )—May. 

Ii—I thought so. I have to follow you. 
I’m August.— Williams Purple Cow. 


Last Chance—‘‘Why is Miss Oldgirl 
marrying that awful rounder? He’s sure 
to lead a double life.’’ 

‘*Evidently she’s tired of a single one.’’ 
—Hobart Herald. 


Everybody Doin’ It—Ex. Q.—In what 
way do we resemble the ancient Egyptians? 

Regular Gent's Ans.—We likewise wor- 
ship the bull.—Stanford Chaparral. 
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THE IDEAL TOUR 
to the 
CALIFORNIA EXPOSITIONS 
by Boat or Rail 
Includes stop-over privileges at 
NEW ORLEANS 


“The Paris of America” 


The St. Charles 


Finest all-year hotel in the South. Perfectly ap | 
pointed and accommodating 1,000 guests, 


ALFRED S. AMER & CO., LTD., Proprietors, 





Bookings now being made for the Spring Season at 


The Ldgewood 


New York's Ideal Suburban Hotel 
at Greenwich, Conn. 
OPENING SATURDAY, MAY 29, 1915 
Fine auto run of 28 miles from New York. Booking office at The 


Vanderbilt, Park Av. and 34th St. in charge of Mr. A. D. 
Cushing. Send for Booklet 
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“SWEPT BY OCEAN BREEZES” 
NEW YORK’S MOST POPULAR AND 
FASHIONABLE RESORT BY-THE-SEA 


Temperature seldom varies from 70 degrees, Within the 
city limits, half hour by train, one hour by auto, 
Mercadante’s Concerts 


Tennis Courts Sailing Outdoor Restaurant 
Surt Bathing Garage Deep Sea Fishing 
- : 
Oriental Hotel 
NOW OPEN EUROPEAN PLAN 


Thes Dansants Wednesday and Saturday afternoons, and 
Evening Dances, Dinner Dances at frequent intervals. 
Auto roads direct to hotel entrance 
JOSEPH P. CREAVES, Manager 
New York Booking Office, 243 5th Ave, 
Florida East Coast Hotel Co. 

Telephones, 9230 and 9231 Madison Square 

BF Alter June 2ist, Telephone 1000 Coney Island. 








SUNNY BROOK, 
PURE FOOD ap 
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The Inspector 
Is Back Of (“:: 


Every Bottle 








2] MANHATTAN BEACH 
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~ALLEW’S FOOT-EASE DOES IT 


When your shoes pinch or your corns and bunions ache $0 





| that you are tired all over, get Allen’s Foot= Ease, the stand- 


ard remedy for the last 25 years, and shake it into your shoes. 


| It will take the sting out of corns and bunions and give it- 


stant relief to Tired, Aching, Swollen, Tender feet. Sold 


everywhere, 25c. Don't accept any substitute. Sample 


sent FREE. Address, Allen S. Olmsted, Le Roy, N.Y. 








ROMEIKE’S Press Cutting Bureat § 
will send you all newspaper clip | 





pings which may appear about 
you, your friends, or any subject on which you may 
want to be “up to date." Every newspaper and pet 


| odical of importance in the United States and Europe 
|is searched. ‘Terms, $5.00 for 100 notices. 
| HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave., N.Y. 
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Laughs from Other Lands 





Hubby—’Ere not ser- much o’ that ’igh- 
angle fire!—Sketch (London). 




















Copyright, Fliegende Blaetter 


Modern Art 
“D’Malerin hat mi’ abg’malt, hat s’ g’sagt. Soll 
jetzt i' djs sein. oder mei’ g’scheckete Kuah?" 


“The painting lady said she made my 


picture. I wonder if this is I or my 
spotted cow.’’— Fliegende Blaetter (Mu- 
nich). 
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A Patriotic Sacrifice 
Very British guest— What! Brahms! 
You’re surely not going to sing German? 
Hostess (apologetically )}—Well, of course, 


I shall take care to sing it flat.—Punch 
(London). 


GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER. 
“Its purity has made it famous ” 
500 the case of six glass stoppered bottles. ADVT.] 
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The 
of 


of gastric juice. 


carbohydrate elements it contains. Its malt 
is food; its hops, tonic. _ 
soothes and cleanses the entire system. 


Schlitz in Brown Bottles 


Battle 
Health 


Success in maintaining the battle line of 
good health depends largely on the good 
digestion of nourishing food. 


Beer aids digestion, stimulating the secretion 








It nourishes because of the 


It invigorates, 








Strengthens Your Defense 





Made from the choicest _materials—it is 
brewed pure— bottled in Brown Bottles to 
preserve its purity. 


It is the one beer sure to reach your glass, 
sparkling and crystal clear. 
more than beer in light bottles. 
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SLE. 


he Beer That Made Milwaukee Famous 


It costs no 


See that crown ts 
branded “‘Schlitz’’ 


Order a case today 
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| Hotel Iroquois 


ATLANTIC CITY, N. J. 


Situated in the centre of the resort at South Caro- 
lina ave. and beach. Thousands have placed the 
stamp of approval on this hotel by their continued 
patronage. 


MODERATE RATES 


Thoroughly modern, outside rooms, elevator, spa- 
cious sun parlors and porch. Excellent cuisine, re- 
fined surroundings. 

Write today for rates and illustrated booklet. 


SILAS WRIGHT, Mgr. 








Cedar 


Free Trial 


'Moth- Proof Red 
. 










A Piedmont 
Southern Red Cedar 
‘otects furs and woolens 
ths, mice, dust and damp. Fin- 
ay. wedding or graduation gift. 15 

. »w factory prices if you de- 
cide to keep the Chest. Freight prepaid by us. 
Write for handsome 64 page illustrated catalog 
Postpaid free 



















Piedmont Red Cedar Chest Co.. Dept. 31, Statesville, N.C, 
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Fares from Niagara 


To Saguenay River 
and return..$34.55 











Here’s a 

















Vacation Trip 


Falls: 
To Montreal and : Pte 
return ..... 18.55 attractive, doesn’t it? 
To Quebec and re- describes it fully. 
co eee 25.90 


You'll “Write Home About.” 


Nowhere else in the world will you find a holiday trip so divert- 
ing or so full of variety. Eight hundred miles of lakes, rivers and 
rapids included in our trip from Niagara to the Sea. From Niagara 
Falls to Toronto; thence over Lake Ontario, through the pic- 
turesque Thousand Islands; followed by the exciting descent of 
the marvellous Rapids to Montreal and quaint old Quebec; on 


down the LowerSt. Lawrence and up the famous Saguenay canyon 
with its Capes ‘‘Trinity’’ and ‘‘Eternity’’; and finally along the Gaspé coast 
to the summer resorts of Prince Edward Island and Nova Scotia. 


Sounds 
Then write for our beautifully-illustrated book that 


Send 6c. in stamps to cover cost of mailing. 
Thos. Henry, Passenger Traffic Manager, 


Canada Steamship Lines, Limited, 


112 Victoria Square, Montreal. | 
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THE TRUTH 


about the Bible tersely told in the 


**REVIEVW OF THE BIBLES ’”’ 
An arsenal of facts and Scriptural References that 


will floor the parsor the first round. 
Postpaid, 25c. 


D. R. COUGHLIN, - - 


Concordia, Kans. 















Two 
Sizes— 
4% and 5}< ins- 
Extra Size—8 inches 
(biack only) $1.25. 
FREE—liberai supply of ink with 
retail orders. Agents Wanted. Big Profits. 


prices, 
Order $ 
today 





sisck “Vulean” Ink Pencils 


The ONLY perfect. non-leakable 
ink pencils at moderate 














J. J. ULLRICH & CO., 27 Thames St., New York 





HOTEL EMPIRE 


Broadway at 63rd Street 











In the Very Centre of Everything. 


Subway and Elevated R. R. Stations One Minute. 
Five Minutes’ Walk to 40 Theatres and All the Famous 


Shops. 


All street cars and 5th Av. Motor Buses Pass our Door. 


COOLEST ROOMS IN TOWN. 


Large Outside Rooms, use of Bath, 
1 Person, $1.00, 2 Persons, $1.50. 
Large Outside Rooms, Private Bath, 
1 Person, $1.50, 2 Persons, $2.00. 


Parlor, Bedroom and Bath, 


1 Person, $2.00, 2 Persons, $2.50. 
Special Rates for Long and Short Periods. 


A Place Where Nice People Dine. 


Your Visit to New York Is Not Complete Unless You 


Stop at the Famous Empire. 











A Strange Pictorial Coincidence. 
A very remarkable freak of ““make-up”* 
was disclosed on the cover of JUDGE of June 
Sth, and was not noticed at the publication 
office until the following letter called atten. 
tion to it: 
SCHAUB BROS. 
Importing Tailors 
204 Pioneer Building 
. St. Paul, June 5, 1915 


LESLIE-JUDGE CO., New York, N.Y. 
The attention of the Editor, 
Dear Sir: 

Thought it might interest you to learn of an in. 
cident that happened with reference to the clever 
cover picture on June 5th number of Judge. 

In showing this cover to a lady whose sense 
of humor is inclined to be somewhat English, she 
remarked that she did not see the joke: whereupon 
in all innocence, I suggested that she would have to 
hold it up to the light. The suggestion was carried 
out, to my embarrassment. 

In case you had not noticed this, thought I would 
call your attention to it, as it proved quite a joke to 
me, Yours truly, a reader, 

H. W.S, 


Stories with Smiles 


Learning It All—A farmer strolled into a 
motor sales house. ‘‘What’s that worth?’’ 
he asked, pointing to a small car. 

**Five hundred dollars,’’ was the reply. 

** And that?’’ pointing to a better car. 

**Seven hundred and fifty dollars.’’ 

*‘And that there one?’’ pointing to a 
seven-passenger, with a jerk of his thumb, 

‘“*That one is a fine car and is worth 
twelve hundred dollars.’’ 

“*T’ll take it,’’ said the farmer. 

‘*The car is cash, you know,’’ said the 
salesman, 

‘*Yes, I got the money,’’ said the farmer, 
as he pulled a roll of bills out of his pocket, 
peeled off twelve one-hundred-dollar bills 
and paid for the car. ‘‘Now, you’ll show 
me how to drive the critter?’’ 

‘*Sure,’’ said the salesman; 
part of the sale.’’ 

So they started out, and, after going three 
miles, overtook a man in a wagon witha 
mule team. The sale:man tooted and 
honked and honked and tooted, but the man 
with the mules refused to heed. 

Finally the farmer said, ‘‘ This is my car, 
ain’t it?’’ 

**It is,’’ said the salesman. 

**And I paid for it?’’ 

**You did.’’ 

**Then,’’ said the farmer, ‘‘ you run right 
over that sunnavagun. That’s the way 
automobile drivers always done with me.” 
—Toronto ( Kan.) Republican. 


**that’s a 


A Cry for Discipline—‘‘I’ll be mighty 
glad when my boy Josh gets back home,”’ 
said Farmer Corntossel. 

‘*You need him around the farm?”’ 

**T should say so.’’ 

**Is he such a wonderful worker?’’ 

‘**T wouldn’t think of askin’ Josh to work.” 

**Then why do you need him?”’ 

‘‘The hired man’s puttin’ on so much 
airs, there ain’t hardly no livin’ with him. 
Josh is the only person that ever come 
around here that kin beat him playin’ 
checkers.’’— Washington Star. 


From Father to Son—‘‘Well, Bobby,” 
said the minister to the small son of one of 
his deacons, ‘‘ what is the news?’’ 

‘*Popper’s got a new set of false teeth.” 

‘“Indeed!’’ said the minister, restraining 
a desire to laugh. ‘‘And what will he do 
with the old set?’’ 

‘Oh, I suppose,’’ replied Bobby, ‘‘they’ll 
cut ’em down and make me wear ’em.’’— 
Kansas City Star. 
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“It is an ill wind that 
blows nobody any good” 


The ill wind that is spreading death 
and destruction in Europe has brought 
to our shores a rich argosy 


DICKENS! 


universally beloved by old and young, 
learned and unlearned, rich and poor— 


Just 2200 Sets 


made by a famous English publisher. 


This publisher, because the home market 
has been turned into a human shambles, 
offered us the balance of his stock at a low 
price for cash, and we in turn are offering 
readers of Judge these sets at 


A Rare Bargain 


Stop a Minute and Think What This Means to You 


First—Six volumes at the price ordinarily asked for 
one. 

Second—Large clear type that is a delight to the 
eye. 

Third—Over 3400 pages on Bible finish paper, Duo- 
tone illustrations. 

Fourth—Good serviceable cloth binding, gold decor- 
ations— 


In short, a book of just the size and weight that you 
would specify in a book made to order of a favorite 
author for real use and comfort. 


LET SOME OF THE SUNSHINE OF DICKENS 
INTO YOUR SOUL—his love for his fellow man— 
his broad sympathy, his riotous humor and tender 
pathos. No matter how tastes in literature change, 
the charm and appeal of Dickens is perennial. More 
millions of his books have been sold and he has today 
more readers than any man who ever wove his fan- 
cies and emotions into literary form through the 
medium of our mother tongue. 





» Ann Coupon 


= : Ne 
NELSON NELSON ELSON 


DO YOU OWN A SET OF DICKENS? 
VERY LIKELY YOU DO, but do you read it often? 


And isn’t one of the reasons why you do not read it 
because it is so mechanically hard to read? Perhaps 
because it is too heavy, or because it does not open 
well in the back, or because the type is not good. 
And so you are missing and your children are miss- 
ing one of the great joys of life. IT IS FOR SUCH 
“OWNERS” THAT THIS SIX VOLUME SET 
WAS DESIGNED. 


BUT PERHAPS YOU DON’T OWN A SET. 
Now it would be a trite saying that “‘no library is complete with- 
out Dickens’*—one might better say that no home is complete 
without Dickens. It isn’t a true home that hasn’t in it a set of 
the immortal works of the greatest novelist that ever wrote in the 
English language. Children who grow up without knowing Mr. 
Micawber and Little Nell and Dora and Sam Weller and Peggotty 
and the hundreds of other delightful and whimsical characters that 
Charles Dickens created are not growing up with an all-round 
education. 


This is an Ideal Set for Your Summer Camp 


Don’*t think of leaving for your vacation without taking one or 
7 > 99 
more of these volumes along in your ~ grip. 


But lose no time—there are only 2200 sets and 
there are over 150,000 subscribers to Judge—which 
means that over 500,000 readers will see this offer. 
And the price for the complete set is only $1 61 


Carriage prepaid. First come, first served. 





BRUNSWICK SUBSCRIPTION CO. 

449 Brunswick Bldg., New York City 
Enclosed find $1.61 in full payment for the six volume set of Dickens, 
Send books, carriage prepaid, to 


(J. 6-26) 
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It is Cheaper and Safer 


to buy one cake of PEARS 
at 15 cents than two cakes 
of ordinary soap at 10 cents. 


Soap value is determined: 
By its cleansing properties: 
By its effect on skin: 
By its lasting qualities. 


Pears is a most perfect cleansing 
agent—the finest soap known for the 
skin and the most economical—it lasts 
twice as long as ordinary soap. When 
your skin is burned and roughened by 
sun, wind and dust 


Pears’ Soap 


is so refreshing and may be used freely even under these sensitive conditions. 
It is much better for the skin than a cosmetic because it removes all impurities 
—which are a principal cause of bad skin—and keeps the pores clear and free to 
do their work. While thoroughly cleansing, its absolute purity prevents the 
slightest irritation—it promotes a natural, healthy condition, fair and free from 
blemish as the skin of a child. 

Some prefer a glycerine soap—others cannot use it. All dealers sell PEARS’ Glycerine 
Soap (20c); but if it does not agree with your skin, ask for PEARS’ Unscented Soap. 
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The supply of a full line of Pears’ Soaps has not been interrupted, nor has the price been 
affected by the European War. If you have difficulty in obtaining from your dealer the 
kind vou have been using, write us and we shall be pleased to see that you are supplied. 


A. & F. PEARS, Ltd. 


st manufacturers of hieh erade totlet soaps 


Do this today—Send 4c in stamps (to cover cost of mailing) and a generous trial cake of Pears’ Unscented 
Soap will be sent postpaid. Address Watrer Janvier, U. S. Agent, 419W Canal Street, New York City. 
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